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can't look at it without spitting. I tell you what. I'll sell
you my share in the fullery for ten thousand. You've been a
good friend."

Gallus was feeling sick. "I'm going home."
Fabullus, with a great show of cleverness, stood up and
leaned across the table to hide the half-full jar. "Go and
pay your bill first/' he cautioned. "I wouldn't like them to
go chasing you." Gallus staggered off., and Fabullus quickly
placed the jar under the table. It was his, paid for by the
money that was rightfully his since otherwise Gallus would
have used it to pay the fullery-account, out of which Ezra
would cheat Fabullus.

When Gallus had gone, Fabullus sat at the table, slowly
finishing the jar, which he hugged between his knees when
not filling his cup. "I'll tread on that Gallus some day," he
numbled to himself. " He's come between me and a fortune.
He's done me a wrong." He searched his drunken mind to
locate the wrong, but failed. It didn't matter, however.
Since he had long ago lost all sense of time, he saw all wrongs
done to him as the primal wrong, and the primal wrong he
interpreted as the loss of his fullery. Gallus had somehow
put the Jew up to his tricks. Fabullus sat drinking and staring
at the inscription on the wall.

THE cat miaowed and stretched out its paws, then sank back
into the bed of rags. The tall, gaunt man who was seated
on a stool beside the brazier turned and looked at the cat
for a while, and curled up again on his stool, biting his thumb-
nails. Then he looked again at the cat with bright, cunning
eyes. His lips framed soundless words. He reached over,
fondled the cat, feeling with active finger-tips on its throat
and belly. At last, with a quick nip, he caught a flea, and,
raising his hand over the brazier, dropped it upon the flames.

A young girl entered, dressed in a dark blue shift of coarse
stuff, above which her face showed palely, with thin regular
features; her long hair hung down her back, unbound; her
voice was timid.

"There's someone to see you."

"Have I not told you that I see no one till Jiar has fed,"
he answered, in a low, rasping voice.